10/30/23, 1:50 AM Look at me 


Meme - 1 day ago : 11 minread 


Look at me 


Look at me 

In all my glory 

Grinding myself into greasy dust 

forcing myself to pretend to be well 

because machines aren't supposed to feel pain 


| think of myself as a person, but someone once told me | act like a robot sometimes. It hurt when they told me that because | know that it's not 
untrue. It may be a version of the truth twisted to hurt, but the truth is still present. 


A machine shouldn't have feelings, because feelings get in the way of performance. 
If 1am a machine, then | will perform well. Better. 


But going through life like this is not okay. 


Yes. |am a mind, meant to wander and explore and discover, but | am forcing myself down. | keep myself inside this machine and shiver and 
shake when the door opens because being inside the warm machine has left me with too little fat on my bones and has isolated me from 
others. 


| took some mindfulness training. Whether or not this is how it was meant to be interpreted, | took most of it to be dissociating from one's 
thoughts. "Watch your thoughts flow down the stream, like the leaves." They said. A nice picture. "You are not your feelings, you are simply feeling your 
feelings." True. A good way to diffuse conflict, certainly. They also discussed how you should talk to yourself. They presented the example of how 
you might support a friend when they were struggling, and they highlighted the differences between that and how you might talk to yourself. It 
would have been eye-opening, but realistically, | think | already knew this. 
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| watched a video last night, in which a trans woman spoke of her experience and her life before and after transition. | cried. | do not know why | 
cried. | thought to myself, "What does that mean? Does this mean | am trans?" but found myself thinking, dismissively, "No, you're not trans, you're 
just overthinking it. You watched a video about a person who was sad and didn't like their life make a change in their life and then they felt love for 
themselves and they were happy." | don't know whether or not that's true. 


What | do know is that | doubt myself too often. | am at a point where | am no longer sure what thoughts are self-doubt and what thoughts are 
just me attempting to prevent myself from making a mistake. | have to please the machine, right? If | am infallible, then the machine will keep 
me safe. 


| was showering today, finally allowing myself to rest and recover, after four days of being inside the machine. The four days were hard, sure, 
but that was nothing compared to what | thought about while | showered. 


"Maybe | will love me," | thought in the shower. Immediately, | thought to myself, "No, silly, you already do love yourself! You are amazing and perfect 
and you never disappoint." 


The turmoil and chaos that consumed my thoughts as | continued to clean myself and stand upright cannot be described by the words | have 
access to. It's entirely possible that this is due to the nature of language itself. Language is a tool that we humans use to convey ideas and 
information to one another. But much like a tool, they're not perfect. If you have a flathead screw, you can't use a Phillips driver to unscrew it. 
You have to get the right tool. | don't believe | have the right tool yet. 


| went to a counselor's office yesterday. | was going to make some changes in my life, and this was the first step. | entered the building, and the 
coincidence struck me as tragically amusing. On this very day, specifically, the entire office was empty. A note tacked on the door stated that 
they were off at a conference and to call their number to schedule an appointment and such. 


| was sort of heartbroken. Here | am, finally having built up the courage to start bettering myself, and the door has already closed. Talk about a 
metaphor. 


But they open again on Monday. | called and left a message. 


And then | spent a few more hours inside the machine again. Frowning and scratching my head when a math problem was hard. And then | 
watched that video. 
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Do you want to know what happens when the conflict comes from within? 


All is not okay. | smile and tell myself the same things | learned in the mindfulness training. "Watch the thoughts go, recognize that you are not your 
feelings." | thought. 


But, then, what the hell am I? 


In a poem | wrote in high school, | claimed we are all one, great entity. We are the universe. We are love. | am you, you are me. A nice sentiment, 
sure, one which | felt deeply at the time, and still do to an extent. 


| wrote that poem because | so desperately wanted to connect with someone, anyone, and | did so in the only way | could think of. Because 
writing the words down hurts a whole lot less than saying them out loud. 


It didn't work. 


And here, again, | do the same. | do this in the hopes that someone will share my experience--anyone--because then maybe not all is lost. Maybe 


But the thoughts are still there. "You don't need to get better, look how good you are! You have everything you could ever want, right? You have food, 
shelter, and a loving family, and you're a privileged straight man who can vote and is likely not to be sexually harassed at the workplace. You are taken 


seriously because people generally believe you are right." 


This thought is disgusting. | hate it. [want to kill it. I'm privileged, sure, | can't really change that. But straight? A man? What do those things even 
mean? How could | be sure? | believe they don't really have much meaning and we should do away with the labels entirely. Any kind of social 
expectation will warp one's perception of oneself and will influence their behaviors, often driving them further from themselves. That's at least 
how | feel. 


Sometimes | wish | had been oppressed. | sometimes want this so that | might know what it means to be mistreated, disrespected, and hated 
for something | could not possibly control or change. Because then--maybe--| would be wise. | wouldn't look at someone from afar and think 
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they were hot and then quietly and secretly obsess over them, | would ask them out and they would say no and | would cry and be comforted 
by friends who support me when life gets hard. But | am not the oppressed. There is no shortcut to wisdom. It will take time. 


| do not have those friends either, not near me, anyway. | do not have anyone to support me in the struggle. Those that | could consider close 
enough are too close, as family. But | agonize over these things. | want to be able to talk to someone without asking myself a million questions 
about how | should or shouldn't talk to them, how often | should look at them, how long | should look at them, how loud | should speak, 
etcetera, etcetera. And | wonder if maybe | am a robot. Why would a person ask themselves this many questions about a conversation that they 
feel ultimately is only transmitting information? Am | completely destined to be alone, unable to communicate effectively with others, and fail to 
form any bonds? 


No, of course not. That's absolutely fucking insane. But | worry about it nonetheless, and I smile and tell people I'm alright, because if they ever 
saw that | wasn't alright, then | couldn't deny it anymore. 


If others knew about that, then | would have to better myself. For them. Because it's not their fault, and | wouldn't want them to worry. 


The machine is there. | look through the thick, insulated window on the door. It tantalizes me with fantasies of success and happiness, all thanks 
to walking up the staircase while | pretend not to notice the cracks in the creaking steps. | don't read the labels on the stairs, nor do | dawdle. | 
just take one step. Then the next. Then the next. Pretending everything will end up all right because | can see the plateau right up ahead. 


| climb and climb, the edges of my vision slowly shrinking to a pinpoint. 
Do you know why? Because the machine told me to take those stairs. When | am inside the machine, | am best at fulfilling orders. 


Why am | like this? Am | like this, or is it just the machine? 


"Why don't! have any friends?" | ask myself. |, as usual, propose a solution to this question. "Because you don't know who you like." | think. Yuck. Is 
that even true? The thought continues, despite my doubt, "You don't know who you like because you don't know what you like." That hurts, but | 
worry it's true. 


"You don't know what you like because you don't know who you are.” 
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Have you ever wanted to scream in pure, unadulterated agony? | have. | really wanted to, right then. | want to be okay, but | don't even know if 
I'm not. | am writing this now because | have no better way of organizing my thoughts. When | write this, it allows me to process. 


In the shower, | thought about the video. Once, | wore my jacket around my waist like a skirt in elementary school. Life was vibrant. Exciting. | 
once gave my 6th-grade science teacher a candy bar. | don't remember what kind, but he had mentioned he had a fondness for them. | didn't 
do this for the purpose of bribery. | did it just because he was kind and funny and | wanted to make him happy. It did make him happy. | don't 
know if he exaggerated his joy or not, but | smiled for at least fifteen minutes straight after that. Probably more. It was glorious. The machine 
was nowhere in sight. It's groaning, grinding, clanking tune was not yet pounding me into madness. When | was in middle school, | thought 
about experimenting with gender identity. | once put on pineapple-scented perfume and some lip balm and walked in an empty hallway while 
exaggerating the movement of my hips in a poor recreation of a model's walk. | loved it. It felt good. Life felt vibrant. But only temporarily, 
because eventually the perfume wore off and | had to get to class. | wanted more, but | never tried to get it. 


| remembered a line from the video, thinking about those memories. "Do what makes your stars shine brighter." 


It's a beautiful thing, isn't it? For example, when you're newly in love, and the other person or people reciprocate that love, the whole world is 
smiles and good deeds. You are the infinite optimist. 


The stars shine. They are proud of you. 


Writing the above sentence, | was crying, once again, without quite knowing why. Or maybe I'm just afraid to admit it. 


Now the tears retreat. But | know they'll be back eventually. They will come in droves, but | alone keep that dam from bursting. Also, sorry to 
anyone who's aromantic. That's probably not a good example for them, and | apologize. 


When | gave my 6th-grade science teacher the candy bar, the stars may not have been out, as it was midday, but | could tell they were proud of 
me. | was happy. / was a person. 


And then after 8th grade was done, | moved to the next town over, and | no longer had any friends. | worked and | worked and | worked and | 
worked and | worked and | worked and | graduated with nothing more than a few friendly acquaintances. This is through no fault of their own, 
of course. People inside of machines don't make very good friends, because there aren't any emotions to share with them through its walls. 
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A machine that contains a person that doubts itself constantly. A machine that contains the imperfect, but seals itself ever more tightly to 
present that unattainable ideal to the outside world. 


That's me, my friends. My se/f. /am within the machine, and | want nothing more than to be pure and organic and free of this mechanical 
prison around which | have constructed a sad and wilted facsimile of a life. 


I'm exaggerating again, aren't |? 


Here | am again, seeking approval from people that need not provide it. | doubt myself. Constantly. But the machine tells me that I'm fine. But | 
don't trust it anymore. 


lam... 
lam... 
lam... 
lam... 


What am |? 
What... am I? 


WHAT 
AM 


But that's the agony. Right there. Can you hear my screams? They don't hurt you, of course. It's not your pain. But you immediately know how | 
feel, if you can hear it. It's horrible. | once heard someone scream like that. | watched the clip at least 7 times, just to hear it again. | felt 
something was deeply wrong every time | heard it. Without fail. | could not desensitize myself to it. It did not matter that the situation was that 
the person had lost something in a video game they were playing. It did not matter because that scream was real. So real that it hurt. Perhaps 
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that is because | sometimes feel the same way. Like something is deeply wrong and there isn't an undo button, and I'm staring in a 


| do not know the answer to the question, "What am /?". 
"How is it possible?" | ask myself, "How does one exist without labels? Without a metallic frame, logic, and fasteners?" 


| know the answer to that question, of course. Deep down, | believe we all do. But if | acknowledge that, much like if | ever show others that | am 
imperfect, | will have to acknowledge that I'm not okay. Because | think that my true self is in a lot of pain. 


"And that simply won't do," the machine says, "you've got homework due Wednesday. You don't have time for a psychological break." 


| know this is not okay. Somehow, I've entered an abusive relationship with myself. 


| have always found it incredibly difficult, if not impossible, to derive pleasure from music. This is something | believe | have always felt. The 
video comes to mind. One of the things the woman says she experienced before she transitioned was that she struggled to enjoy music. Yet 
another said that she enjoyed music more after her transition. That life was more vibrant, and she was happier. | am not sure if this is directly 
related to estrogen or simply because they were able to truly feel like themselves. 


How could | know? 


Well, obviously, | could try and change. Not necessarily a change in my gender identity, though that's the primary example I've been using, but 
just... trying to be more true to myself. | feel like | need permission, but to be given permission by someone else would make it feel like an 
order. I'm the only person who needs to give me permission, and | can't seem to do it yet. 


It's really, really hard, when the machine keeps reminding you how efficient it is. How all your problems will go away, because when you give all 
of your energy to the machine, there's not enough left for the person to worry about themselves. How you'll have so much free time if you just 
give in and work until you feel sick and then some. 
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The problem is that | do nothing with that free time. | watch YouTube videos and sit in a chair and hold a few shallow conversations with even 
fewer people and it makes me want to vomit. There has to be more to life than this. Something out there will make my stars shine brighter. 


Because if it doesn't, then what am | here for? To suffer? 
Life is supposed to involve a lot of suffering, right? 


But now | wonder--how much suffering is normal? Is agony normal? 

Because sometimes, | feel nothing but. Like in the shower, just a bit ago. 

When | think about who | am and if | will ever be someone. If | ever have been someone. 
The machine is at fault for this. The machine told me everything would be okay. 


But it is not okay. The machine is a lying bastard. Others cannot hear my screams, for they exist only in my mind. If | scream out loud, | 
acknowledge that | am not okay. The machine wouldn't be able to keep me safe any more. 


| am imperfect, and | need--oh, so enormously need--to be at peace with this. Because if | ever dismantle the machine, the person powering it 
will realize there's more to life than that staircase. It was a Jacob's Ladder staircase exercise machine all along, sapping at their strength and 
feeding them its own warped and twisted ideals of progress and success as the person climbed and climbed but ultimately stood still. 


Yeah. Life is like, hard and shit. This sucks. | hope things will get better. 


Stay positive, people. Unless it's killing you. Then you should seek help. 
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